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(SCENE : Before the royal palace at Burgos. Time: half 
an hour before noon; inthe early summer, 1043 A.D. 
A tall stone wall with a heavy gateway in its centre 
crosses the stage at the back; to either side and mask- 
ing the wall to a height of some ten or twelve feet 
are square trellises covered with vines and forming a 
shelter of considerable depth. In front runs a white 
roadway which forms right angles with that coming 
from the courtyard through the gate. Under the trellis, 
to the left, waits the escort of DON DIEGO seated 
on tables and benches and speaking across to the escort 
of COUNT LOTHARNO which waits under that 
on the right. As the curtain rises MARTIN’S voice 
from within the trellis on the right cries :) 
MARTIN. 
Say, Frojas, who thou thinkest should have Najarra 
If not our master ? 
FROJAS. (From the trellis on the left.) 

This Najarra 
Is an ill stretch of land ravaged by Moors 
Well nigh as often as reaped by its Christian farmers; 
Yet he who holds it rides 
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The forehead of Castile 

Campeador, Marshal of Spain, her helmet! . . . 
MARTIN. 

Like doorbolt he need be of toughened iron 

To hold that black sea out whose furious waves 
Bang bang and shake him roughly day or night, 
Diego is too old—Lotharnonow. .... . 
FROJAS. 

Are both our lords within on self same errand? 

A SECOND VOICE. (From the right.) 
Lotharno will be crossed to find your lord here. 
MARTIN. 

Bah! 

His heart is bent to graft upon his stem 

Your young slip Roderigo. Having no son 

He means his daughter’s husband shall be one 

So seeks to share with Laynez his fine lad; 

And they may share Najarra the same way. 

A SECOND VOICE. (From the left.) 

Yea, a poor case for bad blood either hath. 
FROJAS. 

Your count from ours learned all he knows, and we 
Hear praised Lotharno as men praise a son. 

(The King’s two pages RODERIGO of BIVAR and 
ALVAR FANEZ come sauntering out through the 
gateway.) 

MARTIN. 

That’s a fine bird. 

RODERIGO. (Who bears an hooded falcon on his 
wrist. ) 

Martin, thou hast that which would buy my bird. 
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MARTIN. 
What? Something on me now? 
RODERIGO. 


Yea, on thee now. 


MARTIN. 
"Tis thine whate’er it be. 
RODERIGO. 
It is thy beard. 
MARTIN. 
Done! cut it off thyself, close as thou wilt— 
Half-flay my chin, we shall remain good friends. 
RODERIGO. 
Ah, should I shave ic off ’twere a dead beard; 
And for a dead beard I would only give 
A dead bird; nathless for a beard alive 
"Tis, oh, and there is little I’d not give. 
(The escorts laugh.) 
ALVAR. 
Brother, we should return and keep in call; 
Thy father will come forth; the King may need us. 
RODERIGO. 
Nay, nay, they spake so fast, they will speak long, 
For each did interrupt che other. 
ALVAR. (Insisting.) 

etl 
RODERIGO. (Taking him by the arm.) 
Come on, | must just see the house, come on. 
MARTIN. 
What wouldst thou with a beard? Thy face is fair. 
RODERIGO. (Yielding a moment to ALVAR who 
holds him back.) 
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The man with whom I fence can call me boy; 
Antonez calls me boy for he’s a man; 

Yet I have learnt the last he has to teach; 

Still ic contents him crying ‘Well done, boy. 

Lad thou wilt do me credit by St. James!’ 

Had I a beard, stroking it were enough 

To make him quite another man to me. 

(He draws ALVAR right forward with a sudden en- 
ergy as he says the last words and stands centre look- 
ing out to the right.) 

Thou seest those doves, O Alvar, they are free 

To enter at her window morn and eve, 

And, is she dumpish with a heavy thought, 

Each one of them may on her shoulder ‘light 

And cooing thrust her heavy thought aside. 
ALVAR. 

Why, thou dost wear her favour, 

Thou wilt be her husband! 

RODERIGO. 

Yet, when I visit her, still I must sit 

Like to this gloomy hawk distant and cold; 

But were my beard grown we should be espoused. 
Her father’s name is that the Moors now frown at! 
ALVAR. 

So was thy father’s long. 
RODERIGO. 

My father tells me what, once ona time 

He did, but, when he tries to show me how, 
‘Ah boy, I am too stiff’ he sighs; Lotharno, 
While thus my father sighs, is in the field; 
From him I might be learning what is done 
Instead of hearing once upon a time. 
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(Breaking off.) 
Look look, O Alvar, see a dove flew down 
And crept beneath that awning on the roof. 
It isa sign! Ximena, she is there. 
It pecks a seed from ’twixt her lips by now. 
ALVAR. 
She is a noble child and bears herself 
To envy of the stateliest ladies even. 
RODERIGO. 
How well she sits a horse! 
ALVAR. She spends great pains 
On everything that women ought to know. 
RODERIGO. 
I envy thee; ha, lodged beneath that roof! 
Lotharno’s ward! Another dove creeps in! 
Look, Alvar, see! Exit) 
ALVAR. (Pulling him on again.) 
Madman, let’s back; 
We may be called for any time. 
RODERIGO. (Still gazing up and off.) 

Almost 
I could let fly my hawk at one, I could, 
To let her by its savage onslaught know, 
When that the dove was chased right to her feet, 
How hungerly I mope and brood out here. 
ALVAR. 
T’would scare and set her heart against thee. 
RODERIGO. 
Rather my heart shall bleed than her least dove. 
Oh, that Lotharno would adopt me now; 
I would be such a son-in-arms to him; 
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Still at his elbow in the battle . . . 
ALVAR. Ruy, 
We must be going back; the King will call. 
RODERIGO. 

Well come! 

FROJAS. Who gave thee that fine bird? | 
RODERIGO. The King. | 
MARTIN. | 
Ab! thou art loved by all. 

RAMON. Haste and get in. 
FROJAS. 

Our lord will soon be forth. 

MARTIN. It grows so hot, 
The King to his siesta will retire. 

RAMON. 

And our old father should not walk at noon. 
RODERIGO. 

Tam so loath to do what I must do, 

I think perchance the sun doth turn my head. 
MARTIN. 

True boy, to see if he can find that beard. 
RODERIGO. 

Jest now my friends, for when my beard is grown 
If Moor or Cheat mortal man or devil, 

Once mock at it, then may I die for shame. 

(He goes in afee ALVAR.) 

FROJAS. 

Mark that; ’twas spoken like his father’s son. 

He is the right sort to defend the faith. 
MARTIN. (To RAMON and his brother.) 

He puts ye much to shame being so young. 
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ANOTHER OF THE COUNT’S MEN. 

He makes it plain ye are but half his brothers. 

RAMON. 

Why, what has he done yet ? 

SECOND BASTARD. 

"Tis merely those black eyebrows and slow ways. 

FROJAS. 

Be it mount his horse, be it raise his hat, or kneel 

Before the King, or kiss a lady’s hand, 

He is the last, that doing it reproves 

All that before have done whate’er it is. 

RAMON. 

Come, let his virtues sleep. 

MARTIN. 

And when his chin sprouts forth, I lay its crop 

Shall put to shame all other beards in Spain. 

RAMON. 

Here comes our lord and father with your lord. 

(DIEGO and LOTHARNO issue from the palace.) 

DIEGO. (Walking ahead a little pompously.) 

No two can hold the same place in this world. 

LOTHARNO. 

Wisdom! and timely wisdom, by our Lady! 

DIEGO. 

Though proud to be Campeador, I feel 

For thee that hadst a colourable claim, 

An expectation even justified 

By thy known fitness in thy captainship, 

Since thou hast been the marshaller of Spain, 

And needs must bear the onslaught of her foes, 

Now that old age has weakened my right arm. 
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LOTHARNO. 

Even, as thou sayst, mere justice is my claim. 
DIEGO. 

Still two cannot both eat the selfsame fig; 
And it was due as I am sure thou feel’st 

Unto my services, my long record 

Of actions, not to be forgotten yet, 

That I should stand for certain years or months 
(Full likely will ic be but certain months) 
Next in the state beneath my lord the King. 
The title now to be revived. . . . 
LOTHARNO. CInterrupting.) 

‘Revived!’ And why? 

If not that my successes make Castile, 

What during all thy life she has not been, 
Secure beyond sierra as this side. 

DIEGO. 

‘Secure, secure,’ when now the Moors invade; 
Their preparation round Najarra draws. 
LOTHARNO. 

A man past service how canst thou defend it ? 
I fear I never shall enjoy the title, 

For thou wilt lose the posts attached thereto. 
DIEGO. 

I have my sons. 

LOTHARNO. Thy bastards. ~ 

DIEGO. Roderigo. 
LOTHARNO. 

A boy. 

DIEGO. CWicth a great effort at self control.) 


A man, how soon? Discuss no more 
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That which the King has settled. Ruy has begged 
That I should ask thee to adopt him now, 
First wed him to thy daughter, then the camp; 


Train him for both our sakes: come, Count, consent; 


Mine honours will at once be half thine own 
As, on my death, they must be wholly thine. 
LOTHARNO. 

“Must be!’ I think they should be. 

DIEGO. 


Roderigo 


The child of mine old age, is far from ripe, 

Yet promises; adopt him, take him with thee— 
Unto Najarra; I must send thee there. 
LOTHARNO. 

Yea thou wilt need to send me there, Diego; 
Thou dar’st not go thyself: titles and wealth 
Thou may’st deprive me of, the trust is mine 
By nature’s patent that thou dar’st not touch. 
DIEGO. 

For wealth, Lotharno, thou wast born with more 
Then I shall ever have. 

LOTHARNO. 

Well, well, but that thou hast deprived me of, 
Gives thee the confidence now to propose 

Thy son to me as husband for my girl. 

DIEGO. 

Not now; this many years we have, as friends, 
Consented to each other’s hopes in this 

And smiled to see their young love lead the way. 
LOTHARNO. 

If this has been so, I have thought of thee 
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As one incapable of greed or guile; 

Thanks; I am wiser now. 

DIEGO. 

I do not envy thee thy wealth Lotharno; 

Why should you grudge me one or two year’s wear 

Of this high-sounding ‘Lord Campeador?’ 

To hear himself hailed by a title second 

In Spain to one alone 

May please an old man’s ear. 

LOTHARNO. 

Oh, ho! The revenues are to be mine; 

Only the title just to soothe his ear! 

DIEGO. 

Thou, being wealthy, hast enough without them. 

LOTHARNO. 

My lord Campeador had need of moneys: 

He hath my purse, I must have given it him! 

DIEGO. 

Although our house be not so rich as thine, 

My sires have in their mountains, 

Battled as many times 

More than thy fathers on their river, as 

I with my seventy years have won more fields 

Than thou with fifty. Say, how hadst thou learnt 

But for Layn Calvo, what was war; Layn Calvo 

My father, took thee when a boy, and I 

Have led thee, forwarded, counselled, helped thee, 
praised thee 

From his last hour till when last year this wound 

And fever made me know old age was come. 

LOTHARNO. 


I thank thee, though my actions forced thy praise; 
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For everywhere thou trustedst me, save here, 
Where besides honour there was gold: though age 
Forbad thee let me have the title yet 

We see thou wilt not halve the duties, all 

Are mine: is it not so? though I must sell 

My river meads for maintenance at thy posts, 
While thou shalt with my daughter’s dowry buy 
Silks for thy mountaineer relations, meadows 
Along the banks of rivers for their herds; 

And soon thou 'lt boast, yea, I 

Foresee a little while and thou wilt boast: 
‘Roderigo’s with Lotharno; there’s no fear; 

That boy’s his father for the Moors already: 

I learn the better half Lotharno’s praise 

Were paid to him, but that he’s young and modest.’ 


DIEGO. 

Here our ways part: Bid thou thy men precede thee 

Toward thy posada; mine shall do the like; 

That we with better seemliness may settle 

This sore dispute so wretchedly arisen. 

LOTHARNO. (To his escort which has formed up 

behind him.) 

Walk on, sirs, towards my lodging. 

(Escort exit right.) 

DIEGO. (To his bastards who head his escort.) 
Boys, move on; 

Slowly for I will overtake ye soon. 

RAMON. 

My lord the noon is hot, so pray be brief. 

DIEGO. 


Fear not for I am hardened to the sun. 
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RAMON. 

Yea, but thou art no longer what thou wast. 
DIEGO. 

Enough, begone and leave us! 

(Diego’s escort exit left.) 

LOTHARNO. Now, Diego, 
Weare alone, and I may tell thee thou 

Hast ta’en advantage of my absences 

To wheedle the good King, 

And greatly I suspect, 

Other less honourable means than boasting 
Have been employed by thee. 

DIEGO. 

How dar’st thou, and what mean’st thou, count? 
LOTHARNO. 

Thou hast a bastard daughter; 

I learn she has been much at court of late. 
DIEGO. 

The Infanta loves her. 

LOTHARNO. 

The King the Infanta; thy son 

My daughter whom he woos to keep her blind, 
That I may have no means to know how much 
The Infanta’s love is cover for the King’s. 
DIEGO. (Drawing. . 

Count, lama soldier. 

LOTHARNO. 

Thou art an old vain man. 

DIEGO. 


An old soldier; therefore draw. 
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LOTHARNO. 
What wilt thou do, look, look? 
The wind plays with thy sword. 
DIEGO. 
Draw, insolent liar. 
LOTHARNO. 

‘Liar?’ thou old fox, ‘liar?’ 
Honour forbids me end 
Thy palsy-stricken dotage, 
But since thou makst it so unreverend 
And wilt not leave the road, 
Why, I may brush thee on one side; stand back. 
CWicth his own sword still in the scabbard he strikes 
DIEGO’S out of his hand, and then striding on him 
with the other hand he smites him on the cheek, shoul- 
ders him to one side and strides out on the right. As 
DIEGO'S sword falls clanking his escort from the left 
wing give ashout and almost immediately, following 
his bastard sons, run on to the stage, and across in pur- 
suit of the Count.) 
RAMON. (Stopping and staying the others.) 
Stay, brother, stay; we must not now pursue him. 
As it now stands the wrong is his—Halt Frojas! 
Come back; his escort turns and joins him—Frojas 
The King will have no broils before his palace! 
YOUNGER BASTARD. 
True, best wait. 
FROJAS. (Returning. 
I think not so. 
Though now it be too late; what’s done at once 
Is timely done, say I. 
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DIEGO. (To RAMON as they all come round him.) 
Oh, that I had the strengrh— 

The strength which went from me at thy begetting, 
Which with thy base clay mingled’s not enough— 
Is not enough for honour. 

(Beating him with the hilt of his sword.) 

Is there no fire in thy lumpish earth? no flint? 
RAMON. 

Alack! what would my lord? 

The Count’s a man too great for me, besides 

The King will not have broils before his house: 

I pray thee hold thy hand. 

DIEGO. 

Alas, 1am too weak to even drub thee; 

And would age let me follow thee, why, drum thee 
Hard asI might, nothing but dust and noise 
Should I beat out from thee. 

(To the younger bastard, beating him.) 

And thou, art thou flint? ha! 


YOUNGER BASTARD. 
Spare me, my father! 
DIEGO. 
Show fire! 
YOUNGER BASTARD. 
Spare me! 

DIEGO. ; 

Bah! Bah! 
FROJAS. 


My lord, ’tis noon: pray now return with us. 
DIEGO. 
Nay, get thee gone; go all of you; get home. 
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RAMON. 
The heat is over-great, my lord; come thou. 
DIEGO. 
I will not; get thee gone thou lump of shame. 
(Exeunt Bastards with escort to the left.) 
DIEGO. (Retiring and sitting on a bench beneath 
the trellis.) 
O heftless sword, an old man’s honour, who 
Shall wield thee? Useless for defence, yet keen 
To cut its owner, is honour without strength. 
Cruel as is the sun at noon, so cruel 
Is the full-blooded man, 
The capable proud man; 
His youth forgot, his age not felt as near, 
He wreaks his spite or scorn and has his will. 
Can I go home? Can I 
Sit down to eat? Or hope for sleep at night? 
Or look upon the faces I have loved, 
Whose eyes must see here unrevengéd burn 
The stamp of an indignity so vile? 
Can I look into the eyes that read these marks 
Printed upon the pallor of mine age? 
How shall I speak with those who speak with me, 
Who hitherto had honour from their friend, 
Yet now can have but shame? 
(He bows his head and weeps into his hands. ) 
RODERIGO. (Coming out through the palace gate- 
way, while ALVAR FANEZ, who at first accompanies 
him, disappears by a narrow door to the left in the 
thickness of the archway.) 
How blue the sky is, Alvar, get my cloak. 
Now is that hour, Alvar, when the sun 
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Aids love and bids all other men seek sleep— 
Sleep which no lover needs. Now every bird, 
The wind itself, horse, mule and loud-voiced drover, 
Are silent that love’s whisper may be heard.— 
Make haste! 
Ximena at the window on the court 
Lies near the plane tree in whose boughs I climb. 
While thou dost sleep beneath; she loves to hear 
What I have done and all I mean to do, 
For as the bough sways oft it seems a horse 
And makes me speak of things as they were real— 
Of fights I ne’er have seen as though I saw them :— 
Cans’t thou not find those cloaks! 
ALVAR. (Returning into the gateway with two 
white cloaks. ) 
Yes, here they are, but thine was on the floor. 
RODERIGO. (As they come forward wrapping 
their cloaks round them while the gate of the palace 
closes behind them.) 
Tis soiled but never mind; 
I'll say ic was in battle; Icanthinkit. . . . 
DIEGO. 
Who on green shoots would lean when in his hand 
The knotted sapling broke? Misery will, 
Misery and despair. 
RODERIGO. (Approaching him in anxiety.) 
Father, what. . 
DIEGO. (Striking him.) 

Oh, beggarly resource! 
To seek there, where, one lacked all right to hope, 
Help might be found. 
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RODERIGO. 

Father, have done, ’twere best, 
Or else it had been better for us both 
If neither thou nor I had seen this hour; 
(Capturing DIEGO'S wrist.) 
Stay thine hand at once; for ill advised 
Thou raisedst it; yea, for wert thou any other, 
Between us words had been already useless; 
And if thou strike again, 
I fear that even a father’s name will fail 
To stay the power which shakes me. 


DIEGO. 

Son of my soul, thy rage appeases me; 

Thy fiery indignation is my balm; 

Bid thy companion go; 

That I may speak with thee; thou, my true son, 
Wilt feel my wrong as thine, my true-born son. 


RODERIGO. 
Alvar! 
ALVAR. I go. 
(Exit on the right. ) 
RODERIGO. 

Wrong? Who 
Has wronged us? What his name? 
The nature of his deed? 


By so much as | am not now a man 
Was I thy son too late, 
Or there had been none rash enough to wrong thee. 


DIEGO. 


Thou truth of my last years: thy heart’sengaged. . . 


a3 


RODERIGO. (impatiently. 
To serve thy vengeance on our enemies. 
DIEGO. (Continuing. ) 
Thine expectation fills the time tocome. . . . 
RODERIGO. 
But cannot fill this moment with his name. 
DIEGO. 
Nay, listen, boy, thou wear’st a lover’s badge. 
RODERIGO. 
Well? 
DIEGO. 
Thine heart’s engaged, thine expectation’s dear. . . 
RODERIGO. 
Well? 
DIEGO. Forgive me that I doubt thee. 
RODERIGO. | 
Father, speak! 
DIEGO. 
It is her father, Ruy; Lotharno’s hand 
Branded this here; feel it how hot it burns. 
RODERIGO. (Stands silent, then slowly tears off the 
favour and throws it down and sets his foot on it.) 
I have no sword. 
DIEGO. 

Here is Mudarra’s. 


RODERIGO. (Seizes it and then looks round.) 


Where? 
DIEGO. 
He has gone home to his posada. 
RODERIGO. 
Yes. 
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But where? oh, where to meet him? Go thou home 
It is full noon and the torrential sun 
Pours pitiless on thine age. Oh leave me! leave! 
DIEGO. 
Never again sit I at table, till 
Mine honour is avenged, never endure 
My servants’ wonder, whispers, silence, looks. 
RODERIGO. 
It must and shall be here—and now it must! 
Stay, take this sword back; I will after Alvar 
And tell him that the King sends for his lord: 
The Count will come. 
(He runs out.) 
DIEGO. (Picking up the soiled favour out of the dirt 
and dusting it.) 
It costs him dear, poor lad. 
(Hiding it in his bosom.) 
For me thou shalt be priceless.— 
Nothing is living like this boy of mine! 
O Lady of Heaven, keep him in thy care! 
His enemy’s keen skill confounds my hopes, 
My fearsarecruel. . . . 
RODERIGO. (Returning. 
I think that Alvar guessed, yet he is true 
And said he’d tell the Count. . 
The gate is shut. 
DIEGO. 
Lotharno, should he see it, might turn back. 
RODERIGO. (Runs to the gate and knocks at the shut- 
ter, which is opened.) 
Haste, open wide the gate; the Count returns; 
He has important news to bring the King. 
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(He comes forward once more while the gates slowly 
open; DIEGO hands him the sword and retires with- 
in the trellis; chen RODERIGO steps behind its near- 
est screen. LOTHARNO enters right, XIMENA 
following catches him by the sleeve.) 
LOTHARNO. (Turning. 

Back, girl. 

XIMENA. 

Father, remember, if it is the Moors, 

Thy promise not to take the field without 

Betrothing us and belting sword on Ruy. 
LOTHARNO. 

I forget nothing; home at once! and bid 

My escort haste and wait out here for me. 
CXIMENA looks doubtfully at him, then seizes his 
hand, kisses it and so runs out. As LOTHARNO is 
about to pass in at the gate RODERIGO steps in front 
of him.) 

LOTHARNO. (Surprised. 

Ruy? 

RODERIGO. (Half dancing round him.) 

The men of Leon hold it no fine thing 

To strike an old man; the Castilian warrior 

Dreams not that it becomes him to insult 

One higher placed than he, respected more; 

No, .- 

Nor shalt thou longer deem it proper and safe 

To vent thy surplus fury on a man 

Whose white hair honours him; for thou shalt learn 
My father was begotten of Layn Calvo, 

And those descended thus brook no insult, 


For theirs are shields well blazoned. 
26 


LOTHARNO. 
Hold! Enough! 

RODERIGO. 
‘Enough”’ it has not been enough for thee 
To have said thy say and exercised thy tongue; 
Thy hand must tingle with an injury. 
LOTHARNO. 
Peace, boy, I can acknowledge thee excused 
By my too hasty act. 
RODERIGO. 

‘Too hasty!’ then 
Make reparation now, ask thou for pardon, 
As publicly as thou didst strike my father 
Before as many witnessing eyes, and I 
Draw not this sword which else I mean to draw. 
LOTHARNO. 
I cannot that—but I will do as good, 
And do what shall tie up the loosest tongues; 
Thou lov’st my daughter, thou shalt be my son, 
Iwilladoptthee,Ruy. . . . 
RODERIGO. 

‘Shalt be’ thy son. 

But I am not thy blood, 
Or like thee in dishonour, 
No, Iam like Layn Calvo, I take after 
Diego Laynez, Castilians I resemble, 
Men of Leon, men of Burgos, men of Bivar, 
And nothing kin to cowards that dare strike 
The white-haired man they envy for his deeds. 
LOTHARNO. 
Hush, lad, thy rage is noble, but too rash: 
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Thou dost not face the second man in Spain; 
Nay, Spain’s best warrior bids thee have a care. 
RODERIGO. 
He is no Spaniard, whose disloyal hand, 
Contemns his liege’s honour and his own. 
LOTHARNO. 
Ruy, I beseech thee cool thy rage; bethink thee, 
How I can halve thee as | would a quail; 
There can be nought of honour ’twixt us twain. 
RODERIGO. (Drawing.) 
Nay, there is nought of honour shared with thee; 
Those who hold with thee share dishonour now. 
LOTHARNO. 
Thou art too bitter, boy; my heart aches for thee; 
Put up, put up, that sword. 
RODERIGO. 

It is Mudarra’s, 
And understands revenge, and being drawn 
Will not go home till it have felt warm blood 
Run in its groove and splash from off its edge. 
LOTHARNO. (Drawing and defending himself.) 
Have done, good God! Ruy, Ruy, oh hear me speak! 
Stir me not, lad, or evil will befall thee! 
RODERIGO. 
Nay, evil has befallen me, now waits 
On thee and is keen edged. 
(They fence fiercely; some of LOTHARNO’S escort 
arrive funning from the posada, but DIEGO LAYNEZ 
steps forward and waves them back.) 
DIEGO. 


This is a fair fight, gentlemen, keep distance. 
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ALVAR. 

They are not matched. 

MARTIN. 

They are not matched, and yet the odds are mocked; 
So hard the youngster drives our lord the Count. 
ANOTHER OF THE COUNT’S MEN. 

They’re both in earnest now, just look, see that! 
MARTIN. 

The Count Lotharno bleeds; our master bleeds! 
ALVAR. 

Let them be stopped! 

DIEGO. 5; 

Bah! ’tis nothing, a mere scratch. Stand back. 
CRODERIGO drives LOTHARNO right agairist the 
trellis on the left, and he falls under it; RODERIGO 
stoops over him and in another moment reappears hold- 
ing up the Count’s head. The Count’s escort uttering 
exclamations of horror, separate, some returning with 
ALVAR FANEZ off by the right to the posada, others 
entering the palace, and a few remaining stand aloof 
and eye DIEGO and his son askance.) 

THE ESCORT. (Separating. 

Help, help! The Count Lotharno’s slain! Help, help! 
Rouse the King. Let all the house of Gomez arm! 
Gomez to arms, help, woe! Alas! 

RODERIGO. 

Look here, my father; now, look there, behold, 

For there lie hands that are no longer hands: 

The hand that struck thee is a hand no more. 
DIEGO. 


I weep my son, I weep but not for him; 
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Though ’tis his death that causes me to weep. 


RODERIGO. 
Nay, see, this tongue is now no tongue to talk; 
Inert as in dead wasp its venomed weapon. 


DIEGO. 


I weep, it is too much, I can but weep. 


RODERIGO. 
Nay, nay, rejoice, for there’s a heart that shall 
Never again rejoice, nor feel scorn more. 


DIEGO. 


It cannot be; thou art too young and little. 


RODERIGO. 

He stood so huge a tree mere men seemed weeds 
Now sprawls a load of dung to fatten earth, 

For no more prizéd crop than graveyard nettles. 


DIEGO. 

This should be dreamt; I marvel that I dream not 
This is his head? Is this Lotharno’s face? 
(Taking the head from Ruy.) 

Why, I can see him in the battle now, 
Hewing his way; he holds them far in flight; 
He will return anon, and speak of thee; 
Over the fire by night we spake of thee, 

And his Ximena—of ‘the boy’, ‘the girl’, 

As though there were no other boys and girls 
In Spain; and I do love him, when he says, 
“The boy’ and see he loves me when I say 
"The girl sere 

Oh, hide this head my son 

Lest it should turn me into stone forever, 
Like that Medusa’s head, and my heart split. 
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Ere I have thanked thee for so great a joy! 

(He holds the head towards RODERIGO who makes 

no response. ) 

What ails thee? has it turned thee into stone? 

Ah! Ruy, ah Ruy, what, art thou hurt my boy? 

CRODERIGO shakes his head in silent pain.) 

Oh [have killed thee, what was it that I said? 

“Ximena ?’ ’tis her name, and stabs again. 

That I should utter it! 

Accursed be my tongue, 

The dreamy babbling tongue of an old man: 

There, there: I’Il hide this head and comfort thee. 

(He takes the head back to the body.) 

RODERIGO. (As DIEGO returns to him.) 

Oh father, I am well, but say no more. 

(DIEGO stands holding his son’s hand while LO- 

THARNO'SS escort and friends troop in from the right 

- andacrowd wells forth from the palace. There are cries 

‘Make way, make way, my lord the King will come.’ 

‘Room for my lord the King.’) 

_ DIEGO. 

(Drawing Roderigo, whose eyes have been fastened — 

in the direction from whence XIMENA is expected 

towards the left.) 

She comes. 

(Suddenly she appears on the right, a little in front of 

ALVAR FANEZ who has hold of her left hand as 

though he would keep her back.) 

XIMENA. 

Speechless with knowledge of evil that I must learn 

Alvar has brought me here, white-faced, and now 

From the verge of some terrible moment holds me back; 
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What do you crowd round there? 

My father? I seek my father! 

(With a cry she breaks from ALVAR and runs forward: 
the Count’s friends make room for her where they have 
placed his body on a litter in the centre of the stage, and 
RODERIGO gives a groan. The cries from the pal- 
ace grow loud again. ““The King! The King! Room! 
Room! and DON FERDINAND appears at the back 
with a canopy carried over his head; among the crowd 
of courtiers, etc., who have come forth, there isa silence. ) 
XIMENA. 

(Who has knelt beside her father and thrown her arms 
over him, looks up and in a wild voice cries :) 

My father is dead! 

O Lady of Heaven, 

Thou mighty comfort of women, he is dead; 

His handsome head, behold, is cut away. 

He, he was strong, bravest of the brave was he, 
Defender of the faith, 

Terror of the Almanzors, 

My father; oh! orphan, that 1am now, 

Have pity upon me, Lady of Heaven, for now 

Evil has come upon me who lived well, 

In safety and respect until this day. 

For he 

Who loved me from longago, + 

Who fondled my hair with his hand, 

For whom I loved to be good, 

For he, my father, he is dead—oh vengeance! 

Who, who hath slain him? Who hath orphaned me? 


O ye, who mutely stand and grieve for this, 
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Not of the beautiful Lady Mary only, 
Not in my prayer alone, ask I to know, 
Not only of the Mother of God, but of ye— 
All of ye liegemen of the house of Gomez, 
Vassals of my father,—of thee O King,— 
And Ruy of thee. . . . 
Is that blood his that slew my father, Ruy? 
Has that red blood that drips from off that sword 
Avenged my father’s death? 
RODERIGO. CWicth a groan.) 
No. 

XIMENA. 

Ah! 
Stand not like that to drip, 
Drip with my blood, before my eyes; I know ic. 
This is thy wooing, Ruy; ha, ha, ha, ha. 
I shall go mad, I shall go mad; I see him 
Red with my father’s blood, 
~ Roderigo of Bivar.— 
My lordtheKing. . . . 
DON FERDINAND. 

My child. 
XIMENA. 
See, see him, that was never pleased with words 
Although they pleased me: always promised action— 
Deeds, deeds, deeds—is this thy deed to win me? 
Thou dost woo well. 
RODERIGO. 
Ximena! 
XIMENA. 
Thy boast was that thou wouldst achieve some deed 
To prove thy manhood; Lo! thou art a man; 
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Thou hast a sword; now canst thou wed a wife.— 
Behold, my lord the King, 

That is my father’s blood which makes him red: 
Vengeance, my lord the King; 

Vengeance on Roderigo, vengeance 

On Diego Laynez’ son, 

Let him die! 

DON FERDINAND. 

My child I must enquire into this. 

XIMENA. 

‘Enquire into this?’ this is his deed; his deed 
And undenied; his proud deed undenied. 


Dids’t know my father? see his head is severed... . 


Oh, oh, oh! 
(She sinks down sobbing on her father’s breast. ) 
DIEGO. 

Sire, 
The Count Lotharno Gomez struck me here; 
His disappointment knew no kind of bounds; 
As we came forth, 
He put reproaches on me, jeered and, when 
We were alone, worked up to insult; last, 
Scorning my palsied sword, beating it down, 
Printed his scorpion fingers here and left me, 
Mean old man his senior and his chief, 
Before thy palace gates to weep artd groan. 
My boy conceiving of it proved a man. 
DON FERDINAND. 
‘A man?’ 
XIMENA. 

A murderer. 
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DIEGO. 

A noble man, 
The more in contrast to his bastard brothers, 
Cowards and worthless, who had witnessed all, 
He, he, my Ruy, 
Devised an instant vengeance all of honour, 
Met his redoubtable foe and in fair fighr, 
Unaided, with Mudarra’s sword, won back 
The brightness of our fame. 
XIMENA. 
Justice, my lord the King; an orphan cries! 
DON FERDINAND. 
Diego, I have heard thee and my soul 
Longed to embrace thy son: 
But here I saw Lotharno lying dead; 
When IJ had run and kissed him if another 
Had lain here, here I saw Lotharno lying, 
And his Ximena whose long piteous hair 
Trails in the dust.—Oh rise, my daughter, now. 
(He raises her.) 
Henceforth thou art my daughter, fear for nothing. 
DIEGO. 
Look at this. 
Tis nothing, yet it means for me,—Ximena, 
And for thee means too, or shall soon mean this, 
That honour at all costs is life’s law for 
The son I trust in, for che man whom thou 
Shalt life-long trust in, if it so please heaven. 
DON FERDINAND. 
What is it, Count ? 
DIEGO. 
It is her favour, is this dusty silk— 
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Betokens how she owned his love did please her. 


XIMENA. 
I hate the day I gave it him, I hate 
To think how light my heart felt, how secure. 


DIEGO. 

’Tis but galled honour drives thee to this hatred; 

So honour forced him when ’twas off and stamped on, 
Though easier had it been to him, I know, 

To pluck his eye forth, cast it on the road, 

Than tear this ribbon off and tread it down. 

And I believe, thy heart would sooner plough 

Thy fair face with thy nails, than thus malign 

The beauty of thy love and loyal youth. 


XIMENA. 


How brave it feels to say such things to me! 


DIEGO. 


Why, it were only human in a heart 
That longed to kiss the lad who’d shown such valour. 


DON FERDINAND. 

Yes, Laynez, I had kissed thy son indeed, 

For this great proof of honour, proof of valour; 
Ximena too had longed to kiss her lover, 

If other than her father here lay dead. 

But here lies dead my marshaller, my right arm, 
And there, around Najarra, the Moors gather. 
Should private quarrel so bereave a kingdom? 
Shouldst thou not in thine anger have bethought thee 
How he was needed, and awaited justice 

From my true sentence who had proved myself 
So bent to give thee honour as I had done? 

This is a fault which in the present juncture 
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May well be called a crime: 

See that thou hold Najarra, 

Thou and thy son, or fear the event may force me 
To visit this upon ye for a crime. 

XIMENA. 

My lord, nay, do me right! 

These tears are not the first I shed to-day; 

For he has filled my mind with apprehensions 


This long time since, such deeds were near his heart. 


I woke this morning from a dream wet-eyed, 

He, he had caused those tears, that causes these; 
For sitting in my chamber, so I dreamed, 

I from the window saw him fly his hawk;— 

Ah! at my doves, and one, the hawk did strike, 
Plunged with its cruel rider home to me, 

And hardly in my lap was it released, 

Who felt dark hawk wings flap about my face 
And then a moment after, lo! I saw 

My skirt was messed with feathers and with blood; 
Those stains stood out, it was my white silk skirt; 
But these on this dark brown are hardly seen; 

My dove shed those that frightened me from sleep, 
But these scare no one, these break not thy sleep, 
Although my father shed his life for these. 

O King, no longer sleep, no longer dream, 

For justice fills the waking hours of kings. 

DON FERDINAND. 

My child, I do not sleep, but watch for all: 

Our best defence is gone, in thy dear father; 
Diego and his son, perchance, rank next: 

Besides, thy love for Ruy 

Would make thee hate me soon, 
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Even if now thy grief and anger whelm ic. 


XIMENA. 


‘Tf now, ihnow 7 e 2 2? 


DON FERDINAND. 

My child, I do not doubt thy grief and wrath: 
They’re honest grief and wrath: but time can change 
What no king e’er could mould, the human heart. 
XIMENA. 

Justice, my lord; these words reproach my soul: 
There lies my father dead, his boastful foe 

Stands here and keeps that wet sword in my sight; 
My eyes are filled with blood, I see him red, 

And while he bears his head shall never see 

Him as I saw him yesterday; his head 

Against my father’s head, ’tis simple justice! 
DIEGO. 

She is delirious with her anger, sire, 

And her heart does not speak like this wild mood. 


XIMENA. 

My ‘heart does not speak!’ how does my heart speak? 
DON FERDINAND, 

My child, thy father wronged Ruy’s father first; 

To ask, as though that wrong had never been, 

Ruy’s head for thy dear father’s goes beyond 

The strictest justice, goes beyond it far. 

XIMENA. 

A very little thing had been enough! 

I know it who have heard him hope and sigh 

To be a man and to have slain his man: 

Oft he has frightened me, as maidens like 

That handsome youths should frighten them : my lord, 
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It had become his passion to draw sword 
And a mere nothing was enough excuse: 

He did not wait to weigh his father’s wrong; 
Or ask how much excuse my father had. 
DON FERDINAND. 

Why, yes, Diego, say what vexed the Count; 
He surely had strange provocation ere 

He could be heated to such dire excess. 


DIEGO. 


My lord, his disappointment made him mad; 
He looked upon Najarra as his right. 
The title of Campeador he deemed 
Could fit none else: this made a bitter mouth 
And when I spoke, to soothe him, of my death 
So surely near, then of my son and of 
His daughter, he, not soothed at all, flung out 
In wildest accusations, charging me 
With thy corruption by my Inez’means; 
She was my bait he said. . . 
I drew my sword, thine honour and mine own 
Both had been outraged by his petulance: 
He jeered and struck the blade from my weak hold 
Then brushed me from his path with the rough hand 
That left its stinging print upon my cheek: 
This was the little thing that was enough! 
DON FERDINAND. 
Was any by to witness this dispute? 
INEZ. (Who has been standing in the crowd close be- 
hind the King.) 
Alas! Alas! That I was basely born 
That my false life might be the cause of this! 
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DON FERDINAND. 

Hush, Inez, hush. Be silent, girl, for shame! 
XIMENA. 

Nay, let all speak who justify my father. 

DON FERDINAND. (Vexed.) 

Was any by to witness this dispute? 

(A silence.) 

Speak ye, of Gomez, here; can ye rebut 

As false ought of this charge against your lord? 
MARTIN. 

For so much as we heard, the lord of Bivar 
Reports the truth; but we heard nought of what 
Touched or thine honour or his daughter’s, sire. 
DON FERDINAND. 

Was this fight fair in which the Count was slain? 
MARTIN. 

They fought fair, sire; although they were not matched. 
DON FERDINAND. 

Not matched, indeed; the issue doth astound me. 
XIMENA. 

Oh, laud him for it downright, yea, and take 
My last hope from me, for I full well see 

That not in Spain shall I, now, finda champion 
To challenge forth my father’s nsurderer 

And in the lists win what thou wilt not give, 
Justice for me, and vengeance from my foe. 
(Turning to Alvar.) 

Wilt thou be champion, Alvar, for thy lord? 
ALVAR. 

Ruy is my friend; the brother of my vow. 
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_ XIMENA. 
Yea, and this makes him ever dearer thine— 
__ Makes him the minion of Castile, alchough 

_ He slew in private quarrel that brave man 

Who'd won your battles for you twenty years. 
DON FERDINAND. 
_ Nay, think, Ximena, it were far from just 
__ Tocut that handsome head from Ruy’s young shoulders; 
Yea, and I deem in time thou mayest forgive, 

And honour youth and valiant comeliness. 
XIMENA. 

Pll honour none but those the light may search 
And find nought hidden which they feared to show : 
Since what my father said has been proved true, 

_ Since they with their dishonour had outbid 
_ Histrue desert; sinceInez . . 
DON FERDINAND. 
Say no more 


— Orthou wilt find that thou hast said too much. 


_ XIMENA. 


I do but ask for justice and know not 
_ What honour or forgiveness they can claim 
_ Who pay for titles as she says they paid. 
~ DIEGO. 
| "They paid!’ Who paid? . . . 
DON FERDINAND. (Angrily interposing and 
_ addressing Ximena.) 
 Tocall mere vengeance justice flouts the law: 
_ Thy youth runs headlong maddened by thy grief, 
_ But thou must learn of time and sager heads. 
XIMENA. (Uncovering her father once mote.) 
_ Whar art thou then a king for; if thou thinkest 
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To teach mine eyes forget such sights as this? 
Why are thy meals served on a clean white cloth— 
Why is that awning held above thy head 

If thou wilt not defend the weak and orphaned 
On whom a need for vengeance has been thrust ? 
Though they have weak arms, skirt-encumbered knees, 
And hearts and eyes such as all women rue, 
They must have enemies, 

For they must love their friends. 

DON FERDINAND. 

My child, we all are with thee in thy love: 

But could those who most suffer sit to judge, 
Vengeance would soon be seen usurping justice. 
XIMENA. 

Alas! I loved my father; and his praise 

Has been as chief to me as the sun’s light 

Unto the flowers, while his gentleness 

Was mine alone, all of it, to no other 

Ever revealed: for since my mother’s death 

He was a stern man save to me alone: 

Then, where should such as I, bereft of him, 
Seek power and will to do his memory right? 

If God set not a crowned king in the land, 

Who if he shall deserve his royal name— 
Deserve to eat his meals off fine white cloth 
And to be waited on by noble youths, 

Or choose his lemans from their bastard sisters. . . 
DON FERDINAND. 

Silence, child, I have vowed to care for thee, 
But seek no more by taunts to outrage me; 

For this thou askest Justice cannot give; 

A second evil never rights the first. 
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XIMENA. 

Alas thou art a king then all in vain, 

If Justice cannot grant my just demand. 
(Turning to RODERIGO.) 

Thou, thou, ferocious murderer. . . . 

Thou, thou, 

That still are dripping there, strike with that sword, 
All bloody as it is and hardly cold, 

Into my bosom strike; no need to pause, 

For that 1am a woman; 

All that thou needest think 

Is that Ximena Gomez doth demand 
Vengeance upon thy head, and hath detected 
Thine and thy father’s and thy sister’s shame! 

O little traitor, | demand thy death; 

For thou hast slain the bravest of the brave, 
Who loved my virtues more than thou my face 
And since I was a little girl had taught 

Me honour and fair thoughts; before the world 
I brave thee and dishonour thee to make thee 
Plunge that sword here, and give the death I ask 
At thy hand, Ruy! Roderigo at thy hands! 
RODERIGO. 

I go; and shall insult thine eyes no more, 
Though better were I pleased to be laid there, 
And that thy father should be standing here; 
Even though less cruel words were said to him, 
Though thou wert shedding far less bitter tears. 
ALVAR. 

Who ever else may share in Inez’ shame, 

Of one thing I am certain, Ruy shares not: 

He knew not of it! It was strictly hid; 
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And I his fellow knew no more than he.— 
Say Inez if ic be not truth I speak. 


INEZ. 
Oh, all is true! 


DIEGO. 

Oh, that it were as true I dreamed not of it; 
But that was the worst poison in his words, 
I guessed they did not far fail of their aim. 


RODERIGO. 

Ha, father, was that title bought like this? 
DIEGO. 

No, son, 

For though the king might long to think it paid for, 
I knew nought, nor dared he to hint so much. 

But oh, I feared although I still could hope! 
ALVAR. 

Ximena, Ruy goes to Najarra now, 

To fight with swarming multitudes of Moors, 
Black skins and crammed with faithless cruelty. 
Speak to him, sweet Ximena, some kind word; 
Look, he is pale and wretched unto death; 

Say him one farewell of the days gone by, 

Or if not, like a memory of those days 

Shining through this black hour as eyes may shine 
Through the black lawn that veils a lady’s face. 
XIMENA. 

What I have said, that was I right to say. 
ALVAR. 

His heart is breaking, thou mayest rue thy words. 
RODERIGO. 

Ah, not her words, nor even those tears first struck 
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My heart, my heart was stricken dumb before 
Mudarra’s sword was ever poised by me,— 
When, for our wounded honour’s sake, my hand 
Dragged off thy favour, trod it in the dust. 

(To the crowd.) 

Yet what is honour worth without a hope? 
Stripped bare of expectation man may well 
Throw honour to his country for a banner 

To flaunt abroad or smarten churches with. 

Are any men what they would have us think them? 
Because my father guessed but knew not, I 

Have killed the man I next to him respected. 

He were alive had he had choler’s rein 

As perfectly in hand as his war horse’s, 

Neither of them proved what he thought he was. 
CTo Ximena.) 

Thine honour doth demand thy vehemence 

As mine demanded what I hopeless did. 

We give our youth to feed this hope old men 
Nurse in their hearts—that life can burgeon beauty 
Worth more than life itself, —a specklessness 

That soiled hearts know and worship but own not. 
(To Diego.) 

Now, father, to Najarra; now to where 

Thirst for my blood the Moors. 


DIEGO. 

Nay, stay, Ruy, stay, and let me plead with her.— 
My child, my fair child, let thine anger go; 

Thy heart is utter woe at all thou sayest: 

When thou shalt see him lordly, coming home, 
With heads of Moorish kings tied to his saddle, 
And proud Castile is giddy with his name, 
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Then shalt thou yield thy noble heart to joy 

And welcome home a living pride for one 

That cherished but the dead. If he doth well, 
Think what a noble husband he shall make! 

And that he may do well, beside his mettle 

He nothing needeth, but a hope of thee; 

Then tell him, if he doth defeat the Moors 

Thou wilt forgive and honour him again: 

Be thou a daughter of Castile, henceforth, 
Whose king has vowed to be thy father; then 
Smile thou upon the young hope of Castile. 
XIMENA. 

Thy words do hurt me where I am most hurt 
And if ye madden me I must speak mad. 

DON FERDINAND. 

Dear child, we cannot be forever hurt; 

Soon I forgave thy recent biting words 

Though dashed at first to have my foible known, 
The manage of long years hath taught me turn 

~ Quick as life’s tightening bridle gives the hint: 
Believe me child, we should not still be hurt, 
Nor grieved world-without-end, for nature heals us; 
In youth she heals us fast; refuse not then 

Unto thy future years 

What in their hands may prove 

A potent medicine for many a woe; 

Wreak not thy present spite on days unborn. 
XIMENA. 

Though thou hast done things that no man deems wise, 
Yet wise it seems to thee to speak like this, 

And in my heart is something prompts me listen, 
Even in my heart,—and unto thee Diego,— 
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Yet here’s my father, there his murderer : 

This dead man taught me, shaped my mind and heart; 
He planted in me this young stem of honour, 
That grows so, I can scarcely give it room: 
Perchance I am poor soil for plant so fair, 
Perchance it must at last wither and die 

As now | come to think the more part must— 
Green plants but soon parched in dry dusty seasons 
Yet mine is proud still, straight and full of leaf, 
And I must hope, the best for my poor honour, 
Must tend and foster it. 

The price of all things in the world is this; 
Honour gives value to the life we lead, 

It writes its purpose on the clothes we wear, 
Has stamped its patent on each golden coin, 
Has given a meaning to the crown thou bearest, 
Has put an accent on my speech and words 

And lent unto my gesture any grace 

That makes it other than a serving-wench’s: 
Honour proclaims 

That that within and that without are one— 
May be depended on to act together. 

Praise has been sweet to me as honour’s gift 
And honour’s due, truth’s loyal echo, love 

Been privileged, drawn forth and bound by it. 
And all affections happy in the pale 

It set for safety round my tasks and pastimes; 

I, then, obey it to my last of strength, 

Not counting any unknown thing worth these 
Which I have loved and taken at honout’s hand. 
And since I now scarce trust our lord the King 


(Turning to the BISHOP of BURGOS, who with a 
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bevy of priests has made his way through the crowd 
from the right and now stands at the foot of the bier, 
while XIMENA stands at the head, she continues:) 
O holy father, unto thee I turn; 

Make me thy Church’s child and give me leave 

In Mary’s service to live honourably, 

Though wholly hidden from the world, the same 

In honour as he made me that lies here. 

BISHOP. 

My daughter, all the Church pretends to give 

Is love, and all she asks is childlike trust. 
RODERIGO. 

Ximena, there’s a ghost cries in thy heart 

Tell Ruy the truth, not the most fitting falsehoods. 
XIMENA. 

To exorcise that ghost I turn to Holy Church. 
RODERIGO. 

I goto die then. 

XIMENA. 

Here in my heart thou art already dead, 

Slaying my father thou didst kill thyself: 

If my heart break as well for lover dead 

As father dead why what is that to thee ? 
RODERIGO. 

Thou lovest me. 
XIMENA. 

He whom I loved is dead. 
CRODERIGO turns and exit left.) 
DIEGO. ‘ 
Girl, cans’t thou let him leave thee thus? 
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XIMENA. 
He has his father’s counsel, I lack mine; 
The Church that fathers me approves my course. 
BISHOP. 
My daughter, Holy Church approves her child. 
DIEGO. 
His blood upon your heads if he must die. 
(Exit left.) 
DON FERDINAND. 
Thy father was too proud, and so art thou. 
Yet though thou hast offended me, I leave 
Those doors unlatched which, though my wrath would 

close them, 
Yield access to my heart that still is thine 
Should it repent thee for my kindness scorned. 
(Exit followed by those from the palace.) 
ALVAR. 
Ximena. 
XIMENA. 

Get thee gone. 
ALVAR. 
When was it? Yesterday ? 
That thou on tip-toe went with dancing eyes? 
What was it brimmed thee over then with glee? 
A love for days to come to flout unblamed ? 
To be forgotten, murdered, smothered down, 
That had not helped thee prove thy best thoughts thine, 
Which had not crowned thine honour? 
XIMENA. 
Wlvatsaynomore.... 1. 
ALVAR. 
Ximena, oh, be true; 
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Be kind, and be thyself. 

XIMENA. (Kneeling and hiding her face on her 
father’s breast.) 

Get thee gone, it is too cruel, get thee gone; 

Leave me with my poor father, leave me, leave me! 
ALVAR. 

Ximena, send for me and I will come. 

Ready with speed to post unto Najarra. 

(He waits a moment and receiving no answer turns to 
the Count’s escort.) 

Come, sirs, let us return. 

(Exit, followed by LOTHARNO’S people right.) 
XIMENA. 

Oh, my lord, O father mine, 

Does thy fair spirit listen to thy child? 

Hast thou from Jesus’ palace heard me throw 

All that I had in all the world away ?— 

O Lady of Heaven, Mary comfort me, 

And make me know my father heard his child. 
(She again bursts into weeping. ) 

BISHOP. 

Be calmer, daughter : let them bear this bier 

Into the shade and shelter of the church, 

And follow thou with us from out the sun 

Whose rigour on thine unprotected head 

Has poured this hour, and surely to thy tears 

And passion adds a fever of his own. 

(He pauses for a reply; then touching her..) 

Come, daughter, thou must now obey the Church 
Whom thou hast chosen to replace thy sire. 
XIMENA. 

Alas, I shall go mad; what dost thou mean? 
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Thou base-born priest; wert thou a gallant man 
Thou wouldst not now remember what I said; 
And hardly could I say it in my pain: 
I took from Ruy as I was bound all hope; 
Butifinspite ofthat... . 
What shail I say? 

Why need I in my sorrow speak to thee? 
Remember nothing of what now has passed! 
It well may be that I shall take the veil 
If Ruy is killed: indeed, I see no hope 
But I shall take the veil, who might have had 
Alifesohappy. . . . 

but hold thou thy peace! 
Lead me into the church for I must pray, 
But prate not thou to me of what I said; 
In pain like mine—why—anything is said. 


(Following the bier, which the priests take up, and sup- 


ported by the BISHOP, she moves towards the right 
followed by her women as the CURTAIN descends. ) 
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